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Have made him proud and drunken : as of late

He has been but seldom.   There's one sad at least;

If it be sad to hang the head apart,

Walk with brows drawn and eyes disquieted,

Speak sullen under breath, and shrug and swear,

If any move him, and then again fall dumb ;

He has changed his fresher manner, and put off

What little grace made his ungracious youth

Fair in men's eyes a little; if this last,

He will not long last in men's lordship here,

Except by love and favour shown of the queen.

Mary Beaton,    There he sits strong in surety; yet

men say

He is discontent, disheartened, for distaste
Of the like love and favour shown of her
(Or not the like, yet too much near the like)
Toward Rizzio ; but such men, seeing visionary,
Run wide in talk, and sleep with speech awake
And sight shut fast: are you not of my mind ?

Morton.    I am most of theirs whose mind is most

toward hers,

As whose should be most noble ; but in truth
Mine own is moved to hear her gracious heart
Mismade of, her clear courtesies misread,
Misliked her liking, her goodwill maligned,
Even of his mouth who owes life, breath, and place,
Honour and title, even to that clear goodwill,
To that her grace, liking, and courtesy.

Mary Beaton.    You mean our lord and hers and
king of Scots ?